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Im standing by your grave matter, 
Xb human form «* luiar,- 
And the fitful moaning of flte 'wind, 
T* All the sound I hear: 
I tremble when the old trees toss 
Their shadows to and fro r 

But I'll shut my eyr*, ami say my prayer* 
Ion tmght-me long asjo. 
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The morning sun looked gently down 
Oer fcttiOfi wold and wild* 
And kisend the little pallid face 
Of that poor orphan child; 
She felt no mora the stinging mid. 
Nor beard the tempest rave", 
The snow wreath, was her winding sheet 
Upon her m«tber'« grave. 



